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his first illness, in 1895, he made good resolutions to shorten
his working hours. But the demands of "the Cause" were
insistent: and as long as he had energy, he must spend it.
Besides, medical doctor though he was, he cherished a
deeply-rooted idea that work never killed any man; so, if
his days were numbered, why not make the most of them?
Six or seven times he had heart attacks so violent that
his doctors sent him to Bad Nauheim for special treatment,
which certainly did him good: but as a patient he was
incorrigible to the end. Once he admitted: "I only obey
my doctor when it suits me!" And never would he stay
at Nauheim long enough to give the treatment a fair
chance. Then, too, even when on health trips, his soul was
in East London. After three days on the Riviera, he wrote:
CCI actually began to feel ashamed of myself for lingering
among the idlers, who basked in luxurious ease on the
Mediterranean coast. . . . Spite, too, of the lovely sur-
roundings, the glowing landscapes, and the almost tropical
abundance of foliage and fruit, I felt a thousand times that
'the old was better', and that nothing would induce me to
exchange the dear, familiar haunts of the East End, with all
its drawbacks, for a prolonged residence in the cSunny
South':"
Barnardo's final illness came in the summer of 1905.
On August 3 ist, his doctors ordered him off to Bad Nauheim.
En route, at Cologne, he suffered a severe attack of lumbago;
and at Nauheim, the disease did not respond to treat-
ment as previously. He felt, as by premonition, that he
should be at home under his wife's care. So for home he
started. But, on September gth, Mrs. Barnardo received a
wire from Paris: he was stricken with a severe spasm of
angina pectoris. Immediately Mrs. Barnardo, Cyril and
Dr. Frederick Barnardo rushed to his side, and found him
in a condition so critical that French specialists could do
nothing* His wife's nursing, however, worked wonders;
on September i4th she brought him home. For two days